Ilyaas, was a young girl from a humid land
Stressed and bored, from a life of tests and clubs and band
Then she woke, in the forest of a foreign world
Rhysea, a land of magic, love, and gold!

There she met, a tall young prince with a pretty face
Cassian, with his iron will and curly hair
Hand in hand, they are destined to become a pair
Whether that will turn out as a curse or gift, shall remain to be seen, seen, seen! 

The old prophesy, calls for three heroes,
King, soldier, and poet, Rex, soldat, poeta
If, one were to bring, the three together,
They'll rule the continent, for-a all of time, time, time!

Prophecy, child was dubbed the young Ilyaas
Could she be, the soldier that will cause victory? 
They grew close, as Cassian trained her for battle
for three days they sparred and bled ,now she's ready to storm, storm storm!

Now, please direct you attention towards, the great Prince!

Great Cassius Rex, our noble prince and heir
He calls the girls of the land to come and gather sword and shield
3 dozen soldiers of the crown have gathered to the field
And each are armed with swords each engraved with special runes

"Now please stand up tall," spoke his Majesty with grace,
"I need all to stand by me in field without a flinching face!
The peasants, they're unruly and in need of punishing,
Let us show them what you get when you stand up to the King!";/''

"My captain, Hildegarde, Rhia the mestrana,
are ready for battle, plus soldat eligida  
Potz Mohren Blitz, und Kreuzelement, //What does Rhysean profanity sound like?
With a team as strong as this, who would want to defy us?"

Now please Ilyaas, can you pick up your slack,
you have just been stabbed, you're the back of the pack
If each and every soldier were to act like you,
how would my kingdom maintain the order then?



